Fighting for Peace in Wartime Germany
him. After some more negotiations I received a paper
authorizing me to walk over the border.
In Leopoldshohe, the first German town, I climbed
into a freight car crowded with German troops on
their way to the front. Most of them were married
men and not too enthusiastic about fighting. For
hours the car did not move. It was a hot August day ;
our car was in the sun, and the air became hotter and
fouler. There was no water, except that which the
soldiers had brought in their bottles. They shared it
with me.
What a trip ! There were only military trains,
freight cars, and I never knew whether I had boarded
the right train. I had to rely on my knowledge of
the district, jumping off at the next stop when I saw
the train head away from my route. For two days
and nights I lived on the meals the soldiers gave me.
There was no sleep, no fresh air.
My parents were surprised and still more relieved
when I suddenly stood before them.
" The war cannot last very long," I thought of the
words the French officer had spoken to me. " I shall
stay here with you until it is over, and then, if possible,
go back to France."
Our doctor, learning of my arrival, came to ask
me to help in the military hospital, where he was
surgeon-major. I should receive quick training and
should prove myself useful, he said.
" Heal the wounds of the war ? 5> I said to myself.
" Perhaps that is what we should do/3 I agreed.
They took me to an operating-room. I had to
assist there, and to record the details of wounds and
treatment.